WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
That was the end of Japan for me, Early in January 19121 left for
Russia again, this time via Siberia. There was a terrific gale blowing
when I reached Nagasaki and I was actually the only passenger who
ventured to take the Russian volunteer steamer that evening for
Vladivostok. But it did not avail me. After remaining quite happily
in my bunk throughout the voyage, the ship, though she weathered
the storm remarkably well, was some twenty hours late in arriving at
her destination, 'which meant that I missed my train. I am one of
those people who suffer from train fever, and I cannot remember
having ever missed any train but this once in my life. The grim irony
of it was that I had, on this only occasion, to wait three days till the
next one left, since there were only three Trans-Siberian passenger
trains a week. Fortunately I experienced no discomfort, as I was
hospitably entertained during my stay at Vladivostok by the British
Consul there, Mr. (afterwards Sir) Robert Hodgson, who became at
the end of the first World War our representative in Bolshevik
Russia, first as British Agent and later in 1924 as H.M. Charge
d* Affaires in Moscow.
The journey across Siberia to St. Petersburg took nine days, but
travelling was made more spacious and comfortable by the width of
the Russian railway gauge and consequently larger carriages, I had
a sleeper to myself which contained three bunks. The slow speed of
the train, which never exceeded thirty miles an hour, made the journey
smoother, while the use of wood fuel in place of coal made it cleaner.
But except for the Lake Baikal and Ural Mountain areas it was very
monotonous. Endless plains deep in snow with nothing to see but
fir and birch woods were its main theme. There was, however,
excellent caviar to be bought whenever we crossed one of the big
Siberian rivers, as well as wonderfully decorative Siberian stones when
one reached the Ural district. I spent only one night in St. Petersburg,
and then finished my journey to Sussex for my first home leave for
nearly three years. I remember being greeted in Piccadilly by an
acquaintance, who said to me, "What have you been doing recently?
I have not seen you in London for quite a while."
61

